




Tkf HiPwie of King Lear, 

The too and fro confliftins; wind and raine; 

This night vvhcrinthe cub-drawnc Beare would couchj 
The Lyon,and the belly pinched Wolfe * 

Keepcdieiriurre diy) vnbomicted he rimnes. 

And bids what will take all. 

Ke»tt But who is w'iih him f , 

, ger,t. None but the foolc.who labours to out-ieft 
His heart-fliookc-iniurics. 

Kf»t, Sir I doe know you. 

And dare vpon the warrant of my Arte, 

Commend a dcare tiling to you; there is diuifroni 
Although as yet the face ofit be couer’d. 

With mutuall cunning, tvvixt tyfibanj and C^^nvaM^ 
But true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this feattered kingdome, who alreadie wife in our 
- HauefecrccfcetinfomcofourbeftPorts, (negligece,. 
And areat pointto (hew their open banner. 

Now to youjifon my credit you darebuildfofarre, 
To make your fpeed to Douer,you Ihall find 
Some that will thankc you, making iuft report 
Of how vnnaturall and bemadding forrow 
The King hath caufe to plains. 

I am a Gentleman of blood and breeding. 

And from fo,9ie knowledge and afTurance, 

Offer this office to you. 

Gent. Iwill talkefarthcryvithyou,, 

Ki?w, Ij^doenot, ^ . 

For con 6 rmationthat I^much more 
Then my o ut-waU, open this purfe^and tak^ 

Vyhat itcontaines; ifyou fhall fee^«yd<f/iy, 

As fcar^not but ydji^J^{iU>'fhew her this ring, 

And ih^Willfeilybu 

Thatyetyou'dise notkhoi^j fieon this ftormc, 

I wdllgoe feeke 

gent. Giue meyouf h^d,haue you no more to fayf 
Few wordsjbuttoeffcft more then all yet; 
That _,when we hauc found the King. 

Jle'this waj^you that, he that firft lights 
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Exeunt. 


XiffS 

Onhini,HoIlow the other. 

'Effter Lear,ana Fo 9 ie. 

le«r. Blow wind,& crackc your checkcs,ragc,blow 
You catcrickes,& Hircanios fpout til you haue di encht 
The fteeplesjdrown’d thecockesj you fulpherous,and 
Thoughtcxccuting fires, vaunt-currers to 
Okc-deauing thunderboults, finge my white head; 

And thou all fliaking-thunder, finite flat 
The thickeRotunditie of the world, cracke matures 
Mold,all Gennains fpill at once that make 
Ingratefiill man. 

Boole. O Nuncklc, Couttholy-watcr in a dric houfc 
Is better then this raine vvatcr ou^ddffrej 
Good Nunckle in, a^aske thy daughters blefling; 

Heers a night pities nether wife ma^or fbolc. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full,fpit'fire,fpout raine; 

Nor raine, wind,thunder, fire are my daughters, 

I taske not you y ou elements with vnkindnes; 

I neurr gaue you kingdome, cald you children. 

You owe me no fubfcriptionjwhy thenlet fall your horrible 
fiereIfrIdyourflaue,apooreinfirme/veak,i& (plefiirc; 

Defpis’d ould man;butyet I call you feruile 
MinifterSjthat haue with z .pernicious daughters ioin’d 
Your high engcdredbattel gainft a head foold;& white 
As this. O tis foule. 

Boole, Hee that has a houfetoput hisheadin has a good 
hcadpeece,the Codpeece that will houfe before the head, has 
any the head and hee lhall lowfe, fo beggersmary many, the 
man that makes his toe v hat hee his heart fhould make, lhall 
haue a come cry woe, and turne liis fleepe to wake; for 
there was neucr yet faire woman hutlhee made mouthes in a 
glaffc. ^ . 

Lear. No Iwillbethepatterne of all patience . Enter Kent. 

I will fay nothing, 

Kent. Whofe there? 

Foo/e. flurry heers Grace, & a Codpisj that’ s a wiferaan and 
afoole. 

Kent, Alas fir, fit you here ? 
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